
m WIS ISSUE: THE west s most famous trail-rider 

ROWELS INTO ACTION TO CONQUER THE DANGERS OF 

"THE PERFECT SETUP!" 
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COOK WHAT YOU C/W GCTAT \ 

(JOW COST BY US/N& / 
^ALSTON BOX TOPS I 
AT MY TRAD/NO POST/ J 



*122 value for only 20* 




ALL TOUR FRIENDS WILL WANT ONE 

White plastic that glows in the dark. 
Embossed with colorful Western 
scenes and brands. Bright metal 
buckle, engraved with Tom Mi" 
sign, has secret compartment. Ex> 
tremeiy strong and long-lasting. Ad- 
justable to any child's size. Wondi 
fill for girls, too! Send 20t and r. 
RALSTON bo* top. 



COi.DEM-Pi.ASTK BULLET 

TELESCOPE 
four Mirtlng oton A* s powerful 
telescope, making object* four tiroes 
largsr . . . A» a handy magnifying 
alaN.,.Als magic "smalline*" (hat. 
makes thing* look f ~ 

for maps, messages 



a smaller 



TOM MIX SPURS 

S Metal frames — adjust- 
1 able to fit any shoe. Lu- 
ous plastic rowels 
which glow in the dark. 
JfiHt what you need to 
complete your cowboy 
costume. 

Seed 15< md ONE 
K allien bexlepl 



Ens 



l I M. ' ll ' f. l l.Nl l M IB 



... — jgW from 
IN THE DARK. Gi 
fill m-lBllet— l>crf< 



fm COWBOY tHWM \totont. 




._ an<l 



following items from your trading post : 

O Golden-PIaetic Bullet Telescope and 
Magic-Tone Birdcall 

□ Cowboy Belts □ Cofrboy Spure 

□ Signal Airowbeadj Q Compass Gun 



Offar coed oflly in U.S. o 

void if . Form 

In your city, Munty t# itgi 
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WARNING * TO SNOOPERS 




A^Fightin* Forbes Story 
By Walter Farmer 



'as engrossed in set- 
veekly issue of The 
i the chief typesetter. 



FIGHTIN' FORBES \ 
ting type for, the w 
Brimstone Bugle. ) 

He was also the chief headline writer, adver- 
tising solicitor and copy boy. And editor-in- 
chief. He was, in fact, the whple Brimstone 
Bugle. - 

As he bent over the form, setting type, a 
large shadow appeared. It moved. It cast black- 
ness over the type. Without turning, Forbes 
could see the shadow must be made by a big i 
man. It seemed sinister, but Forbes was a 
fellow who kept cool at all times. He said, 
without looking up, "I'll be with you in a 
minute. What can I do for you?" 

A deep voice responded, "Keep your snoop- 
ing nose away from the Rocking T spread." 

Forbes calmly finished setting the type he 
had in hand, then turned easily and faced a 
six-foot, raw-boned, heavily muscled man 
whose black brows frowned above keen, grey 
eyes. As a newspaperman accustomed to notice 
details, Forbes detected that the man held his 
right arm crookedly and stiffly at his side. 

"Is that an order?" asked the young editor, 
without raising his voice. 

"It's an order!" responded the tall man, 
gruffly. 

"And who's giving it?" 
"I'm giving it!" -was the thundering re- 
sponse. "My name is John Smith." 

"Unusual name,", said Forbes, idly setting 
more type in place. 

The editor's casual tone seemed to anger the 
other man. "All right," he roared, "my name 
isn't John Smith. It's John T. Winterhalter, 
and that's the truth. But it doesn't alter what 
I told you about keeping away from the Rock- 
ing T!" 

Again, casually and without raising his 
voice, the editor asked, "What happened to 
your right arm?" . 

The man couldn't help an involuntary glance 
at his right arm. Then he looked back at 
Fightin' Forbes and snarled, "Never mind that. 
I'm left handed and mighty quick on the draw. 
Savvy?" ^ 




"I 

if that's all you have 
go back to getting out my paper." 

The editor turned back to his type. 



II,: 



hesitated a moment, then stalked out 
of the newspaper office. 

Forbes worked at. his typesetting automati- 
cally, but his mind was elsewhere. He was 
thinking about his strange visitor and the im- 
perious, snarling warning the big man had 
given. He moved over to a rack and got som'e 
larger type. He was setting the headline over 
a story that had come in by stagecoach from 
a distant town. He slipped the type in place 
and it gradually formed the words: 

CATTLEMEN WAR 
AGAINST SHEEPMEN 

But his mind was not on this item. It was on 
the Rocking T spread. He had not visited the 
Rocking T in more than a month, so there was , 
no reason to suspect him of snooping. 

He knew that the Rocking T had changed 
hands recently. Sold to a man named Winter- 
halter, who came from >up north. Presumably 
the "John Smith/' or John T. Winterhalter, 
who had so recently honored Forbes with a 
visit, was' the new owner. 

There was only one thing really certain. 
Fightin* Forbes had been Ordered to stay away 
from the Rocking T; so he would be certain 
to go there, very, very soon! 

As he left town, Forbes rode at a gallop, 
but when he neared* the Rocking T he drew 
rein and slowed his big stallion, Scoop, to a 
walk. He circled wide around the house into 
a clump of cottonwoods at the southeast. There 
he tethered his mount and crept cautiously on 
foot. Moving stealthily he darted from the 
trees to behind an old shed. Then, he crept 
behind a barn. And. after peering cautiously, 
to see that no one was looking, he dashed 
across an open space, shinnied up atop the 
one-story, sprawling bunkhouse, and Rattened 
himself on the roof. 

"Up here I can get a good view of whatever 
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is going on,'" he told himself. "Reckon some 
folks might cail it snooping!" 

It was grub tim*.. so there was no activity 
around the corral, stables or blacksmith shed. 
Forbes had quite a bit of time to think further 
about what might be going on at the Rocking 
T into which he shouldn't "snoop". His eyes 
detected nothing obviously suspicious; every- 
thing appeared in apple pie order. 

Presently he heard horses and saw a cloud 
of dust rolling forward from the southeast. 
Soon a dozen riders were clattering into the 
Rocking T yard. Forbes recognized their lead- 
er. "Cat. Eye" Jackson. The editor knew "Cat 
Eye" as a hard-bitten rancher who always hired 
waddies who were more familiar with Colts 
than with calves. The presence of "Cat Eye" 
Jackson anywhere could spell trouble. Forbes 
became even more alert. ■ 

, He watched as Rocking T men came out to 
meet the newcomers, followed by John T, 
Winterhalter. himself. 

"Cat Eye" Jackson wasted no time in coming 
to the point, and he was backed by his riders 
who formed a semi-circle, all with their hands 
easily near their holsters. Jackson said, "Win- 
terhaiter, we heard about your past. And we 
heard about your plans. We've got no room 
here for the likes of you. You'd better be gone 
by sundown or you won't" be healthy!" 

Winterhalter's eyes blazed, his nostrils di- 
lated. He said, "Mister I don't take orders and 
I don't scare. You're trespassing and I give 
you one minute to clear off" my property. My 
1 boys will back me up." 

Jackson's reply was a snear, "They won't 
back up a sheep nurser!" He paused as if to 
let the words sink in, then he spoke again. 
"Yes, listen, you men of the RocTting T. This 
hombre is a sheep man. I've got proof! And 
he aims to turn this spread into a wool 
garden!" 

Winterhalter's right arm jerked toward his 
ho'lster, but it was stiff and lame and- slow. 
"Cat Eye's" gun flipped into his hand much 
faster; but before he could fire, another pistol 
spoke and nipped Jackson in the wrist, causing 
him to drop his six shooter, and grab his wrist 
with a cry of pain. 

All eyes turned toward the bunkhouse roof. 

Editor Forbes was sitting there quietly, his 
long legs dangling over the roof edge. In each 
hand he held a Colt .45, ready for business. 

"Gents, this calls for arbitration," said 



Forbes, his cool voice cutting through the 
babble of exclamation. "I suggest you all drop 
your hardware so we can have a little parley 
and settle this whole matter peacefully." , 

The men obeyed. They had no choice. Forbes 
then leaped from fhe low roof and strode for- 
ward. He first inspected "Cat Eye" Jackson's 
wound, satisfied himself that it was superficial, 
and bound it up himself. "Sorry. Cat Eye." he 
said, "but I had to keep you from plugging 
this hombre, Winterhalter. I knew he couldn't 
possibly draw even with you. His right arm 
is kind of game; I reckon he must have broken 
it recently." 

"That's a fact," exclaimed Winterhalter, "but 
how. .. ? ! r ■■.,■< .'i^r. ■ '■;■";?'*' *■>■- 

"I've got eyes," responded Forbes. "Now 
what about this sheep business?" 

"It's true I was a sheep man up north," said 
Winterhalter. "There's no law against raising 
sheep. But it's not true that I plan to bring 
sheep into this cattle country, and I don't in- 
tend to turn the Rocking T into a sheep ranch. 
My aim is to raise cattle. I want peace, not 
war. I got* my right arm broken in a -battle 
about sheep." 

He paused and stucjied Forbes for a moment. 
Then he continued, "That's why I tried to 
keep my past as a sheep man a secret. That's 
why I got so mad when I found your reporter 
snooping around my place . , ." 

"My reporter?" exclaimed Forbes. 

"Cat Eye" Jackson chuckled. "I reckon I 
can explain that, Forbes,!' he said. "I sent one 
of my boys down here and told him to tell 
Winterhalter he was a reporter for The Brim- 
stone Bugle. That's how I found out about him 
being a sheep man." 

FORBES laughed too. "That explains every- 
thing. Well, you gents better shake hands 
all around and decide to get along together. 
You cattle ranchers have enough trouble fight- 
ing rustlers and horse thieves without battling, 
each other !" 

Jackson stepped toward Winterhalter and 
said, "Shake! Excuse my left hand!" 
"Me too," said Winterhalter. 

THE END 



Don't mitt the adventure* of FICHT1N' 
FORBES every ' month in TOM MIX 
WESTERN! 
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insist on 'Vf'cAms SHQiimot onlvsv' aF. Goodrich arid Hood Rubber Company 



BNRTION AL RIFLE ASSOC I AT ION 

\^-\*W-U \ \\\\ N 




NOW — for the first time in history— any 
Daisy owner can join in the junior program of national rifle 
association of amfrica. This puts you and your Daisy in "The 
Big League!" Excitin g News ! now you can shoot to win beauti- 
ful, official NRA Medals, Lapel Buttons, Brassards. Excitin g 
News ! now you can have more fun than ever before, indoors 
and out, with year around target shooting under adult super- 
vision. Boys and Girls ? now you can learn to shoot, safely . . . 
STRAIGHT . . . and BECOME A CHAMPION AIR RIFLE SHOT. Your 
parents or guardian will welcome this exciting news! Ask them 
to read this page NOW. send coupon, with 10£ coin and unused 
\ stamp, for brand new daisy air rifleman book! 1 1 explains 
NRA junior program for air rifle shooters, tells how 
become an NRA Junior Member and gives 
cial information for parents, guard- 
ians, organizations. 
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DAISY MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
Dept. A-121, Plymouth, Michigan, U.S.A. 

I enclose dime (10$ coin) plus unused 3$ 
stamp. Please rusli postpaid daisy aik 
hipleman book describing Nka junior 
program for air ride shooters, nra mem- 
bership benefits plus special information 
for parents, adults and organizations on 
ng and Sponsoring junior air rifle shooters. 



ORGANIZATIONS: Sponsor a junior group! Serv 
and fraternal clubs, churches, rod and gun clubs, 
municipal recreation and police departments, 
supervised junior clubs, veterans, others — send 
coupon! 



L-urnsiir.'ty TSirii skill. U- 
Supin i:ur uf ;\ junior 
imtro] nt :i n, a youns;- 




_j DAISY MANUFACTURING CO., DEPT. A-121, PLYMOUTH, MICH., U.S.A. 



